HOW   ODD   OF   GOD
Money is a rare thing to them, even small coins. They think
themselves lucky, if they have enough to eat.
On all sides of you you will see these faces lined and wrinkled
by toil and care and weather, these figures warped by heavy
labour. But go a little farther and you come to the village square,
a place where the church stands and the road widens and there
are a few shops and women sit by piles of pumpkins — the village
meeting-place. If Mezokovesd were London this would be
Piccadilly Circus.
All those shops,, every one of them, has a Jewish name above it.
It is Saturday afternoon, and the owners are not working. They,
too, stand about the market-place, or at any rate, the young men;
the older men and the women sit in the shops, talking.
If you close your eyes to the market-place and only look at those
young men, this is London, this is Piccadilly Circus. They are
just the same Jews that you see there. They wear natty suits,
close-fitting shoes, new hats on carefully-barbered heads. They
are well-to-do. They are the lords of this remote little town, with
its dusty and rutty road, with the geese running about, with oxen-
hauled wagons-passing to and fro.
The rest, the church, the lean and hungry peasants, the mean
cottages, is just backcloth. On the long winter evenings those
peasant women spend hours, by the dim light of a paraffin lamp,
stitching and embroidering, stitching and embroidering, stitching
and embroidering. Round the corner is a shop, where a well-
dressed Jewish gentleman sits reading the Pesti Maplo. From him
you may buy those attractive hand-worked bedspreads and table-
cloths, the products of so many midwinter nights3 work — at a
price, a high one. The peasants sell them to him — at a low one.
In Budapest there are many of these shops, all Jewish-owned,
where the arts and crafts of Hungary fill the windows and the
foreign tourists pause with little cries of pleasure at the pretty
things they see.
Next time you pass one of those shops think of the people who
make these things. Try and get someone to take you to the homes
of the people who make them, watch them at work.
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